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earth sphere seems to be thrown upward towards us
by some stupendous power."

The charioteer of Indra looked down with pleasure
upon the fruitful garden of the world, " How de-
lightful is the abode of men! " he cried in admiration.

"Tell me, Matali," said Dushyanta, "what
mountain is that which, like an evening cloud,
pours forth streams of refreshment and forms a
zone of gold between the eastern and the western
seas ? "

" That is the mount of Hemacuta,33 said the
charioteer, " where the god Casyapa dwells with his
consort in holy retirement.33

" I ought not to miss this opportunity of paying
homage to them,53 said the king.

" The idea is excellent,33 rejoined the charioteer,
as he brought the car to a stop without sound or
jerk. " A little beyond that grove you see a pious
Yogi, motionless as a pollarded tree, holding his
bushy hair while he fixes his eyes steadily upon the
sun. His body is half-concealed with the clay of
an ant-heap ; he is girded with the skin of a snake ;
his neck is wrapped round with twisted fibres ;
and his shoulders are almost concealed with birds3

nests.33

The two companions now approached the grove,
which unfolded before their wondering eyes all the
delights of the gardens of Paradise. The balmy air
was full of fragrance from the trees of life ; the water
of the streams was dyed yellow with the golden dust
of the lotus ; the pebbles on the floors of the caves